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One-Shot 


Author's Notes: 

This is very old, but | thought it was pretty okay. 

So | am posting it, since | finally made an account. | wrote this probably in 2008/2009 when all | could think 
about was Helloween and Gamma Ray. 

There is no name mentioned, but | had someone in mind while writing this—for he definitely sticks out amongst 
the others, so | tried his point of view to get to know him better. 

He may have had rough times, so here it is, my version of Michael Kiske's thoughts, set after a concert in 


the very early years of Helloween with him. 


Muffled voices, laughs and screams, he shut de door behind him, cutting off the distant yells of appreciation 
and hysteria, leaving him alone with the silence in the empty room. 


So that was it. 


Great. 


He made it. 


The first show, the first concert, together with this band, this bunch of long haired guys who didn't know how 
to behave properly in public nor in front of other people. 


The audience liked it, they sang along, jumped and applaused. 
So that was how it was like to be a star. 

What it was like to be a rock star. 

Only thing he didn't feel happy. 

Only thing inside him was pure nothing. 

Dizziness in his thoughts, emptiness in his heart. 


Feeling exhausted, tired, covered in sweat and the smell of smoke and alcohol, his hair clinging to his face and 


neck, his wet shirt tight against the heat of his heavily pounding chest. 

With a small sigh he dropped on the ragged couch, stretching out and buried his face in his hands. 
Nothing. 

None of the feelings of power or success or confidence, which he had wished for. 

None of the pleasure of doing a great job and being loved by lads he didn't even know. 

Only nothing. 

Feeling like crying and at the same time even too weak to sob or burst in tears. 

Just nothing. 

Was that all? 

Was that really all he had been fighting for? 


Had it been worth sacrificing all of his old life, of his old friends and habits, leaving his family, his home town 
and all that had belonged to him for so many years? 


He didn't know. 


And he didn't want to know, in fact. 


He only wanted to disappear into a dark abyss and never come back or probably vanish into the air or 


something similar, even if it was only falling asleep and never weaking up again.. 
Nothing. 

Nothing as his arms fell at his side, leaving his body hanging obscenely on the couch. 
Nothing as his eyes drifted shut, a picture without any emotion that was his face. 


Nothing. 


